176                                   MEANWHILE
Philip continued, cis the fact that he is after all, blood of my blood
and bone of my bone. When he isn't looking like an elderly shop-
soiled version of Geoffry coming home late, he is looking like me
in thirty years time. The personal queston for me is, whether he is
the truth about me stripped of a lot of illusion and rainbow stuff
and Wordsworthian "clouds of glory" and such, or whether I
am still in possession of something - I don't know - some sort of
cleanness and decency, that he has lost. Which I need not lose.
I'm all for alternative two, and if so, then the most important
thing in the world for us is to know what has dried this up in
Uncle Robert.
1 Tin going to write something difficult, dear wife confessor. I
can't help being clumsy here and it will sound priggish to the
square of pi. But I see it like this. There is something in me that
for want of a better word I might call religious. There is some-
thing else, unless it is the same thing, that holds me to you. Not just
sex and your dearness, they hold me, but something else as well
that makes me put not you, but something about you, over and
before myself- before ourselves.' (Marginal note: 'I just can't
get away from all these ambiguous somethings but I think you
will see what I mean. When a man can manage his "ones" and
his " some things" and his other pronouns then I suppose he has
really learnt to write.') This has to do with nobleness and good
faith. This is in me but not so very strong, and I thank whatever
powers there be that I met you. This wants help to keep alive,
and you help it to keep alive, have helped and will help it
tremendously. It may be illusion but that does not matter so long
as it remains bright and alive. Lots of people keep it alive through
religion, church I mean and all that, but nowadays that hasn't
kept up, religion hasn't, and a lot of us can't make that use of it.
Of any current sort of religion I mean. And it can go altogether.
I have this in me, whatever it is, and so has GeofFry and so
perhaps has Uncle Robert. I am more like Geoffry than you like
to think and he is more like me. He didn't have my luck in getting
you and having you thinking of fine things beside me, and before
and always he has had the worse of that sort of luck and he is
shyer than I am and more secretive. I've seen what I am talking
about shrink in him, but I've watched it and it is there. I don't
suppose there is any religion now strong enough to get him - or
any sort of woman to pick him up. I don't know. Still something
lingers. It makes him uncomfortable and he is disposed to hate it